CHAPTER  XXIII.

THE LEGEND OF AIN-EL-HOUTZ.

OFF in the plain lies a village which takes its p.ame from
* a spring of legendary interest. Ain-el-Houtz, Source-
aux-poissons, is a small pond filled with fish, but at the
present day it does not seem as if it could have been a romantic
lake in days of yore. A charming legend has survived several
centuries, and runs thus:

Djafar, a prince of noble blood, son of a king of Tlem9en,
was one day hotly pursuing a gazelle, when suddenly he saw
Ai'cha, the beautiful young daughter of the sheik of the village,
bathing in a retired nook under olive-trees and weeping-wil-
lows, and oleanders laden with pink and white flowers. Ai'cha
was startled by the gazelle, and in her fright at seeing the
prince, who now gave chase to her instead, she fled until she
came to the spring, into which she plunged to escape his grasp,
and immediately the chaste maiden was changed into a fish of
brilliant hues and of gold and silver sheen.

A dead village almost hidden among cacti thriving under a
scorching sun, Ain-el-Houtz had a centre of attraction, one cafe,
which stood under the shade of an aged oak. The great out-
stretched branches and dense foliage allowed that summer ene-
my, the sun, to struggle through only in flickering spots. A riv-
ulet gurgled under the cafe and ran off into the fields of wheat
which it watered through many a little canal with muddy banks.